HYMN OF PRAISE
Praise be to you !
You who make the triple worlds,
And transmute, wipe off, foster,
And protect them too !    Praise Be !
As taste in fruit and motion in air,
Fused You are in everything !
You shine as all the world, Praise Be !
Mother Praise Be !    Thou Nectar Praise Be !
Praise Be, Mother, to you who stand
( As the essence of all that is ! )—
As newness of the new, as mellowness of the old,
As the life of life itself, as life e'en in death,
As the truth of all that is,
As the thing called 1' within me,
As the deathless flame that magnifies,
And transforms the T into the Self;
As the sea of balm for the ill of fret
As the brilliant sun dispelling the murk of existenei
As the shining gem set in the crown of wisdom gr
Of Yogins without the sense of 'I' and 'mine';
As action, as irrmulsion. as mind and intellect -Grant thou my boon or end my life; No more my troubles can I endure, even by this :andard, there is no doubt that Subrahmania Bharati will 3 chaished novv and hereafter as one of the sovereign id nsctarean voices of our spaceship Earth, one of the •oph3t3 and post-legislators of our Planetary Age".
